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procession was approaching, that each moment it would
appear; each moment the music became louder, and already
an advanced and splendid guard appeared in the distance.
I caught a flashing glimpse of a sea of waving plumes and
glistening arms. The music ceased, the procession vanished,
I fell from the clouds; I found myself in a dull drawing-
room, a silly boy, very exhausted.

I felt so excessively stupid that I instantly gave up all
thoughts of the Hunter of Hodenstein, and went to bed
gloomy and without hope. But in the morning, when 1
rose, the sun was shining so softly, the misty trees and the
dewy grass were so tender and so bright, the air was so
fresh and fragrant, that my first feeling was the desire of
composition, and I walked forth into the park cheerful,
and moved by a rising faith.

The exciting feelings of the evening seemed to return,
and, when I had sufficiently warmed my mind with reverie,
I sat down, to my table surrounded by every literary luxury
that I could remember. Ink enclosed in an ormulu Cupid,
clear and brilliant, quires of the softest cream-coloured
paper, richly gilt, and a perfect magazine of the finest pens.
I was exceedingly nervous, but on the whole not unsuc-
cessful. I described a young traveller arriving at night at
a small inn on the borders of a Bohemian forest. I did not
allow a single portion of his dress to escape, and even his
steed and saddle-bags duly figured. The hostess was
founded on our housekeeper, therefore I was master of my
subject. From her ear-rings to her shoe-buckles all was
perfect. I managed to supply my hero with a supper, and
at length I got him, not to bed, but to his bed-room, for
heroes do not get into bed, even when wearied, with the
expedition of more commonplace characters. On the con-
trary, he first opened the window (it was a lattice-window)
and looked at the moon. I had a fine moonlight scene,
I well remember that Ae trees were tipped with silver, but